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tomorrow to this row of little houses. Once launched, however,
in a deep colloquy with his old friend he began to feel that neither
of these sacrifices was wasted. Miss Crow was the only woman
he could confide in, in all Glastonbury, on the point where he
most wanted feminine advice, and he found himself, as he sat
opposite her in the bow-window side by side with boxes of yellow
pansies, talking more freely to her than he had done to anyone
for years.
Not only did Miss Elizabeth forbid Tossie to touch the window-
blinds, but she even opened one of the windows when she saw
her friend arrested by the beauty of the evening. Thus together
they sipped their tea, inhaled the fragrance of the yellow pansies
and were soothed by the mystical blueness in the air.
"It's exactly the colour those early Venetians always used,"
said Miss Crow, "for the Madonna's dress. I shouldn't be sur-
prised if it had some peculiar effect on human nerves, this par-
ticular blue."
"I've seen it in many places, Betty," said Mat Dekker, "but
never as deep a shade as here in Glastonbury. It's nice to think
we live in a place that's famous for its twilights."
Miss Elizabeth adored to be called "Betty," and here, sitting
opposite her in her bow-window, was the only person she would
have allowed to do it.
"By the way, what's this I hear about Philip turning away
some of his hands and threatening to close up one of his mills?
Why can't he come to terms with his men? All the old wives
I've been talking to in Benedict Street say that their husbands
don't want to strike and it's only this Barter fellow who's making
the trouble. What's up with Philip, Bett? Is he getting under this
fellow's thumb?"
Miss Elizabeth tossed up her head. Every woman, old and young
alike, has certain gestures, whether of anger or surprise or sad-
ness or detachment, that only one or two persons in the world
are permitted to see, and this smile of hers now with her head
held high up and a little back, and her eyes half closed, was one
of Miss Crow's gestures that no one in the world, except her
mother and Mat Dekker, had ever seen.
"It's no good coming to me again to interfere between Philip